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CarL                                  Ha! Ha!    Why even then
My Spanish blood ran proudly in my veins.
Mich.   Ay, Ay,  I warrant you, and when I came
And would have call'd you down to break your
fast,
You would look down and knit your baby brows Into your father's frown, and beckon me Away.
CarL               Ha! Ha! 'twas laughable, and yet
It show'd the seeds of innate dignity That were within me; did it not, good Michael ?
Mich.  And when your age had somewhat riper grown, And I was wont to dandle you upon My knee, and ask you whether you would be A great man in your time, You'd weave your waxen fingers in these locks (They are gray now) and tell me you were great Already in your birth.
CarL                                           Ha! by St James
Mine was no vulgar mind in infancy, Ev'n then the force of nature and high birth Had writ nobility upon my brow. Hark!   they are coming.
Extract from a Play also ^vritten at 14
(according to an  entry made  by my grandfather at the  beginning
of the MS).
THE DEVIL (speaks) (going to the timepiece)*
Half after midnight!   these mute moralizers, Pointing to the unheeded lapse of hours, Become a tacit eloquent reproach